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sweet will.    Some one has said, " Thinking is an
idle waste of thought."

TO ANNIE FIELDS.

2d mo., 9,1888.

I am delighted to have such a favorable report
from thee by Sarah's nice letter. Sitting by the
peat fire, listening to Lowell's reading of his own
verses ! A convalescent princess with her minstrel
in attendance ! There may be a question as to
curative properties of Dr. Lowell's dose, but that
its flavor was agreeable I have no doubt. My own
experience of the poetry cure was not satisfactory.
Some years ago, when I was slowly getting up
from illness, an honest friend of mine, an orthodox
minister, in the very kindness of his heart thought
to help me on by administering a poem in five
cantos, illustrating the five points of Calvinism. I
could only take a homoeopathic dose of it. Its un-
mistakable flavor of brimstone disagreed with my
stomach, probably because I was a Quaker.

TO  THE SAME.

4th mo., 30,1888.

I am thankful that I have lived to see another
spring; to watch the slow, beautiful resurrection
of Nature. A little north of us, as seen from our
. hills, the snow still lingers, but here the grass is
greening in the lowlands, and the arbutus blooms
among the pine needles. I have been at Ames-
bury for a fortnight. Somehow I seem nearer to
my mother and sister; the very walls seem to have
become sensitive to unseen presences. ... I am